42                        SHORT STORIES
With the photograph in his hand and ready
to start Sreenivasaiya said : " You are my sister ;
am I to stand on formalities?"
* The word "sister" brought tears to the
woman's eyes. When Sreenivasaiya left she
dropped limp into her chair and with her head in
her hand moaned to herself: " Sister ! Sister!
Where is that privilege and where am I ? What
I am destined to is this ".
As Sreenivasaiya got out the youth who had
acted as messenger joined him. Walking into the
lower hall Sreenivasaiya noticed, peeping at him
through the door-way, a young woman whose face
was beautiful like the moon at full. On the
moment Sreenivasaiya asked himself how Kamalu
could be there. Kamalu was his daughter. She
who had peeped was the daughter of the woman
of the house. Recollecting himself Sreenivasaiya
said : "Ah, what a pity is this and to what have
we come ! " When he went out the cart in which
he had come was still standing. Sreenivasaiya sat
in the cart and told the cartman to drive. As the
man, in turning his cart, moved it a little back-
wards, it came close to a person who was walking
up the street. The person was drunk and very
joyous and somewhat unsteady on the feet. He
said : "You cartman, damn you. Have you no.